Ring in the End of her Nose
EYING a thousand feet above the Canal Zone we saw
he cargo boats at the giant piers: the white banana
hips, the various Santa ships, the President ships,
tankers from Tampa, limey liners from Australia, French
steamers from Tahati; vessels loaded with mother-of-pearl,
pelts, Chilian minerals . . . Looking down, we glimpsed
ships from world ports lined up alongside that astonishing
excavation blasted out of the earth's red flesh. Instinctively
the eye followed the canal on past Gatun and across the
artificial lake which has inundated the forests but cannot
submerge the black twisted trees where the vultures perch
like the Harpies in the Inferno.
Everybody on the isthmus assured me that it would be
nothing short of criminal to return North with my moving
picture expedition lacking footage on San Bias. Thirty
thousand of these San Bias Indians live on some three hundred
and sixty-five islands, in a giant bay seventy-five miles south-east
of the Atlantic entrance to the canal. So we chartered a giant
amphibian and loaded therein our equipment and ladies and our
San Bias Indian guide and took off down the coast of Panama,
" Sure you know the way, George ? " I bellowed in his
ear. George had a swarthy, dark face when he boarded the
'plane on this his first air trip, but now, as we rocked across
the fringe of Colon and the pilot gave her the gun, George's
complexion was about the colour of a tub of oysters. He
gulped and made passes in the air meaning to imply that for
many years he had cruised up and down the coast and so long
as the 'plane kept the shore line in view he could direct us to
his island home.
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